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A Chance Encounter. 


Author's Notes: 
Hey lovelies, I'm back with yet another new story. I'm sorry for being so bad at continuing my pre-existing 


stories, | just had some random inspiration and wanted to write it before | forgot. | hope you enjoy! 


"James! Hello, focking answer us!" Lars sat across from me in our booth at this bar, accompanied by Kirk and 


Cliff. 


"Huh, what were you saying?" | zoned out, thinking about Dave again, totally unaware they were even talking to 
me. 


"Jesus man, lay off the blow or something. We asked what you thought of Kirk's solos today." Oh fuck you 
Lars, you're one to talk about ‘laying off the blow’. 


lm not on any blow you cunt" Lars rolled his eyes and Cliff snickered, earning him a glare from Lars. 


"The solos?" He gave me an annoyed look, clearly pissed off at my attitude. 


lve been like that lately, more moody and rude ever since Dave was kicked out of the band. 
| don't know how to describe it, | just.. miss him. 

We were best friends. 

No, more than that. 

We were like brothers. 

Mind you, brothers that ‘drunkenly’ made out after a party. 


| used the term drunkenly loosely, there wasn't nearly enough alcohol in our systems for our judgement to be 
impaired, but just enough that we were both vulnerable. 


But no, for the record | am not gay. 

Not for him and not for anyone on this earth. 

| was just being stupid. 

| do not have feelings for Dave. Never have never will 

| just miss his company, he just got me in a way no one else did. 

We had very similar childhoods. We both grew up strangled by religion, him being raised a Jehovah's Witness 
and me being raised Christian Scientist. Both of our parents divorced when we were young, both of our 
mothers became hollow shells of what they used to be. We both found solace in music, it was an escape for 
us. We both decided that we wanted to play music for a living, and decided to do anything to make that dream 
come true. 


We could communicate without words, most of the time using just facial expressions. 


Sure he could get angry sometimes when he was drunk, but most of the time the anger was well deserved to 


whoever pissed him off. 


Lars will never admit this, but some of the guys from Armored Saint were making fun of Lars, teasing him 


about his accent and his height, dumb shit like that. 


Dave stepped in, telling them if they didn't back off they'd be sorry. They didn't back off, and Dave and one of 
the guys ended up getting in a fight. Dave broke his ankle by accident and they left. 


Lars was pissy the rest of the night, not even bothering to thank Dave for what he had just done. 
Its shit like that that pisses me off, Dave gets portrayed as the bad guy with every word Lars says. 
He's not actually that bad, he's just protective of people he considers family. 


‘| think Kirk's solos were sloppy and unoriginal. They sounded exactly like Dave's but with some shitty, tasteless 
wah." Kirk got up from the booth and ran to the bathroom, probably to go cry like the pussy he is. 


"What the fock man?" Lars went after him, leaving Cliff and | alone. 

Cliff says something to me but | don't hear it, all | hear is the door jingle. 

My eyes snap over to the door and | see him. 

An unmistakeable blazing redhead. 

Dave Mustaine. 

Jesus fuck! Of course he has to come on tonight of all nights, the night | really miss him. 

We make eye contact and his eyes get wide, he swallows and crosses over to the bar to order a drink. 


He has a guy with him, they were briefly holding hands before they came in The man is a little short, but 


handsome. | can't help but feel jealous, this man has a lot on me look wise. 


His skin has got that LA. sun kissed glow, his soft, sandy brown hair falls perfectly on his shoulders, he's fit- | 
can definitely tell, his clothes fit him very well. 


He's pretty much everything I'm not. 

He follows Dave to the bar, ordering himself a drink as well 

Him and Dave go meet up with a group of guys, guys I've never seen before. 

Dave and that guy are really close, | can definitely tell that there's something between them. 


Whoever he is looks up at Dave, and Dave leans over to let him whisper something in his ear. Once he's done 


whispering whatever it is to Dave, Dave gives him a wink 
Jesus Christ, these two are making me.. jealous? 


| look closer at the group of guys and notice some of them are.. holding hands? Are they gay or something? 


The guy sits down in the booth, followed by Dave at the end. The guy drapes an arm around Dave and Dave 


gives him a smile. 

| look away for a second, only to look back and see Dave giving him a brief kiss. 
It was just a quick peck on the lips, but you can still tell it meant something. 

| look away again, unable to stop the red flush spreading across my face. 

| look back again to find that Dave is looking at me. 

The moment our eyes meet, he looks down and away. 

"James?" Cliff asks, snapping me out of whatever trance | was in 

"Uh yeah?" He gives me an amused look before continuing. 

"Why the fuck are you staring at Dave?" Fucking shit. 

"Hey, | wasn't looking.” Instead of sounding tough and intimidating, | just ended up sounding defeated, 
"Yeah you were, do you want to talk to him?" Yes. No. Definitely maybe. 


" | don't know, | just don't know how to." Cliff shook his head before getting up and finding a place to sit at the 


bar, leaving me in the booth alone. 


A few minutes passed and Dave's eyes met mine once more. He noticed the absence of anyone else at the 


booth, and must've taken it as an opportunity to come talk to me. 

He said something to the man he was with before getting up from the booth. 
In a few seconds he had crossed the bar in long strides. 

"Im heading out, back to my place." He says, dead serious. 

At first | didn't know what he meant, until | did know what he meant. 


| felt a hot flush on my face, and scanned the bar to see if anyone was looking. No one was, so | left a twenty 


dollar bill on the table and hurried out. 


There he was, walking just a few steps up the street. 


"Dave." | called out, he quickly spun around. 


| walked up to him, pushing him against the outside of the bar and kissing him, burying my hands in his silky 


red hair. 

He moaned a little into the kiss, and Jesus Christ the things that that little moan did to me. 
It was dark out, so we didn't really have to worry about anyone seeing us making out. 

He broke the kiss, catching his breath before continuing to walk down the street: 

| followed him and we quickly reached what | presumed to be his apartment. 

1136 Sycamore Lanai is what the sign read. 

He glanced back at me before opening the door, holding it open for me. 

He made a quick left turn, opening the door to the stairwell, once again holding it for me. 


This time, it was him who pushed me against the wall, hungrily kissing me as if it was the last thing he'd ever 


do. 
Before | knew it, he pulled away and walked up the stairs as if nothing had happened. 


We got to his place and he dug around his pocket for a key. He dropped it and bent down to pick it up, | 


couldn't help but smack his ass as he was bent over. 


He stood back up at an upright position, turning and giving me a smirk, before sticking the key in the lock and 
turning it. 


He flung the door open, stepping in and dragging me with him. 


He kicked off his shoes, and | more so stumbled out of mine as he slammed the door and pushed me up 


against the wall, claiming my lips with his once more. 

His hands were on my ass, cradling it as | wrapped my legs around his waist. 

He steadily walked us over to the bedroom, closing the door with his foot before letting me down onto the bed. 
He looked at me briefly, eyes scanning over me. 


His orange hair glowed in the moonlight, he looked so fucking beautiful. 


He climbed on top of me, kissing me and grinding down against my quickly hardening member. 

He pulled my shirt up and out of my jeans and off my body in one swift motion. 

He leaned down to kiss me once again, this time leaving kisses all down my neck and to my chest. 

| impatiently started to pull up his shirt, and he briefly paused so | could pull it off of him. 

He fumbled with the button and zipper on my jeans, getting it undone and yanking them off of me. 
He stood up and took off his jeans as well, | couldn't help but admire how he looked in this lighting. 


He resumed his place on top of me, but not for long until | flipped him onto his back and climbed on top of him. 


Cold Pizza and Lavender. 


Realization and shock struck me in the morning as | woke up in someone's bed naked and alone. 

| look around at the room, quickly realizing it's Dave's bed. 

Jesus Christ, | did sleep with him. 

A one night stand with my former best friend and band mate of the male gender.. what the fuck? 


I'm not gay, never thought I'd ever think about sleeping with a guy but fuck, last night was nothing short of 


amazing. 

Having sex with a guy is so much different than with a girl, being on the receiving end is.. well great | guess. 
Dave took his time with everything, making sure that | was comfortable and aware of everything going on. 
It almost seemed as if it wasn't his first time doing this.. 

Anyways, that's not my business. 


Getting out of the bed, | find my clothes folded on the dresser instead of crumpled on the floor like | had 


expected 
On top of the clothes lay a note. 

‘Had to step out. Feel free to shower, eat and hang around if you want. If not, whatever. 
Im hoping to be back soon, three at the latest 

Happy Fourth of July, Dave: 


Wow, he invited me to hang out? | haven't spoken a word to him in months and now he wants to hang out with 


me? Did he actually miss me? 
| think its cute that he's okay with that, Im excited to see more of him. 

| intended this to be a hookup, but honestly if anything comes of this | will not be mad at all 
Fourth of July, | wonder if there's anything | can do or make him to make today special 


| slip on my boxers and head out of the bedroom, into the main living space of his apartment. 


Looking at the time and realizing it's only ten o' clock, | decide to have a quick shower before | run out for a 


bit. 
| open the cabinet in the bathroom, finding a towel to dry off with once l'm finished. 
| turn on the hot water and close the curtain, stepping out of the bathroom to grab the rest of my clothes. 


Walking back to the bathroom, clothes in hand, | set them on the counter and close the door, slipping out of 


my boxers and into the shower. 
| grab some shampoo from the ledge, squirting some on my hand before lathering my scalp with it. 


| notice this smell, it's flowery and herby, the same smell | noticed on Dave's hair yesterday. 


| look at the bottle, the label reading ‘All-Natural lavender shampoo’. What the fuck Dave? Seriously? Lavender 


shampoo? That's so not manly. 
But | guess it does smell good, it makes his hair smell like fucking heaven 


Oh god his hair, the way it hung off of his head as he was over top of me, like a curtain guarding our faces 
from the outside world. 


How his bangs looked when they got sweaty and stuck to his forehead. 
The way he would moan when | would pull his hair, the way it felt between my fingers. 


Realizing that thinking about his hair and last night is making me hard, | stop thinking altogether and just finish 


showering. 
Turning off the water, | ring out my hair one last time. 
| open the curtain and step out, quickly grabbing the towel and wrapping it around my waist. 


After about five or so minutes, | dry the rest of my body and my hair (as well as | can). Seeing as | don't 
have a comb | just leave my hair as is. 


| quickly get dressed and exit the bathroom, hanging the towel | used on the hook behind the door. 


My stomach starts grumbling so | decide its time to eat something. Opening the fridge i see a box of leftover 


pizza, so | grab a slice. 


There's a key on the counter, accompanied with a note. 


‘If you're coming back, hold onto it. If not, slip it under the door: 

Well | do plan on coming back, so | slip the key in my pocket before quickly finishing the pizza. 
| flip over the piece of paper and locate a pen that was on the counter. 

| scribble a note in barely legible writing. 


‘tm coming back, just needed to run home. If I'm not there by the time you are, I'll probably be at the 
Metallica house. 


Jaymz' 
| bend over to put on my shoes, once they're on | exit his apartment, making sure to lock the door. 


| keep my head down as | hurry down the hall and down the stairs, trying to hide the shame of a one night 
stand. 


| bump into someone in the narrow stairwell, sending us both falling on our asses. 
"Oh fuck," | groan, slowly standing up. 


| reach over to offer the guy | knocked over a hand, quickly realizing it's the guy Dave was with yesterday. 
Only he looks different today. He looks upset, like he's been crying over something. 


He takes my hand and | pull him up, we both clearly recognize each other. 

| don't think he likes me. 

"Sorry about that, I'm James by the way." He puts on a fake smile and shakes our clasped hands. 
‘It's alright. Nice to meet you James, I'm David." Another David? 

‘I've gotta run, I'll see you around?" He gives a nod before continuing up the stairs. 

| wonder if he's going to Dave's apartment. 


| push him out of my mind and run down the rest of the stairs, opening the door and making a harsh right 
turn towards the main entrance of the building. 


Not paying attention once more, | bump into someone else. 


"Jesus, watch where you're going man!" He says, | immediately recognize his voice. 


| look up to see Dave a step in front of me, and the harsh look that was on his face softens as our eyes 


meet. 

‘Oh James, it's you." He says softly. 

Without thinking or hesitating | lunge forward and pull him into a hug. 

He tenses a little at first but quickly relaxes and wraps his arms around me. 

The door to the stairwell opens but | pay no mind to it, | just hug Dave for what feels like a decade or two. 
"Fuck you," someone whispers to Dave as they exit, as they walk out | can see it's David. 

| pull out of the hug, giving him a smile as | look into his vivid hazel eyes. 

| think he's off drugs, his eyes are a lot brighter. 

He reaches up and brushes my damp hair away from my face, leaning in to give me a gentle kiss. 
The best way | can describe it is electrifying. Absolutely amazing. 

| smile into the kiss as we both pull away. 

"Where were you headed?" His eyes are darting from mine down to my lips, | can tell he wants more. 


"| was gonna swing home to get some clean clothes and freshen up a little." He gives a small smile before 


speaking. 


"Well | can take you if you want, my truck is out front." | can tell he's sincere when he offers, he genuinely 


wants to spend time with me. 
"| would like that, thank you." 


He takes my hand in his and escorts us out of the building and to his truck. 


